Wheels and Butterflies

LAME BEGGAR. Then Til tell you why you are
not a great fool. When you go out to pick up a
chicken, or maybe a stray goose on the road, or a
cabbage from a neighbour's garden, I have to go
riding on your back ; and if I want a goose, or a
chicken, or a cabbage, I must have your two legs
under me.

BLIND BEGGAR. That's true now, and if we were
whole men and went different ways, there'd be as
much again between us*

LAME BEGGAR* And your own goods keep going
from you because you are blind.

BLIND BEGGAR. Rogues and thieves ye all are,
but there are some I may have my eyes on yet.

LAME BEGGAR. Because there's no one to see a
man slipping in at the door, or throwing a leg over
the wall of a yard, you are a bitter temptation to
many a poor man, and I say it's not right, it's not
right at all* There are poor men that because you
are blind will be delayed in Purgatory*

BLIND BEGGAR* Though you are a rogue, Lame
Man, maybe you are in the right.

LAME BEGGAR. And maybe we'll see the blessed
saint this day, for there's an odd one sees him, and
maybe that will be a grander thing than having
my two legs, though legs are a grand thing*

BLIND BEGGAR. You're getting flighty again, Lame
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